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will understand in a moment either that something has
befallen them, that they have been repainted or spoiled
by cleaning, really skinned as it were, in which brutal
process, so delightful to the old professors who ruled the
galleries not so long ago, their beauty has vanished
away; or that they were never the work of Raphael at all,
merely passing as his with Princes, since they came from
his Bottega; and one was so anxious to boast, so eager to
believe, that among the lesser pictures that make the
background of the Royal Gallery, a Raphael had really
blossomed at last, it may be after much effort, and the
sacrifice of not a few priceless things.
It is in the portrait of a Cardinal that you really come
face to face with Raphael's work at its highest. With
what clarity of mind and art he has painted that un-
known figure, how perfectly he has expressed everything,
simply concealing the subtlety of his art. It is almost a
miracle of simplicity, living there in the beautiful painted
panel, by some means hidiien from all, about which we
may know nothing, perfect as a flower, or any other
thought of God, It is not often you may find Raphael
so easily master of the art of his time; in his quiet and
humble way, he seems at last to have expressed every-
thing in a quiet, assured voice after the rather terrible
gestures, the exquisite insinuations of his fellow-painters,
who have really failed to convince us, not so much of life
as of its perfection, its sufficiency, its beauty, that after
all will content us only because it is living,
It is a lesser painter, or at least a younger, less com
plete and learned, one who has not yet known how to
transform everything in life into art, but still speaks with
an accent, here assuredly Leonardo's, that you find in the
Madonna of the Lamb. He has been too much im-
pressed by the St. Anne of the Louvre; he cannot forget
the gesture of those beautiful hands, and the smile, that